I'd let him break in doors and window panes whenever necessary. This he would do with great glee. Now, at last, he was a man, a free man, a man with a gun, and a man who knew only too well for what he was fighting. He was out for revenge-and blood.
All of this came' to an end at the close of the war, or soon after. Buddy lived with us as a conquering hero for a few weeks, but when we had to move back to Frankfurt, he was told that we could no longer keep him.
Tears filled his large brown eyes and he choked up inside. We all hated this as badly as he did, but before he left we showered him with gifts and secured him a good job with the military government in Nordhausen. New unity and cooperation of all was noticeable and agreeable to all.
Upon arnvmg in the States, I found that no place looked very similar to when I left three years before.
The telephones were much busier, and, of course, transportation was crowded almost beyond description.
Even if I had been gone ten years instead of three, the changes I see now are minor, and the joy of seeing my parents and friends (who have not changed and never will for me, thanks to their charming outlook on life) is so wonderful that these minor changes around me go unheeded like the March winds we so notice when they blow, but that we so rapidly forget with their going. Home is home, and it can never change.
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